so                   sotmiKHN INDIA
poor, lies an unknown backwater, whose mtrfnce is
never ruified by the busy outer world, I 'files* the
European has been in actual touch with the inner
life of the Muhammmhtn it in difficult to coin*
prebend its extraordinary limitations.
Whether it be the wife of a rich trader or of a
journeyman tailor* she may not pass the threshold
of the street door unless she in closely veiled,
Her only means of exorcise and of breathing fresh
air is in the small back-yard with its high walls,
excluding every other sight but the blur sky and
the tall cocoanut-palm tlmt grows in hrr neigh*
boar's yard or her own. She lives within the
sound of the sea; but her eyes have never rested
upon it The roar of tbe surf when the monsoon
wind blows comes in over that high wall. She
may perhaps listen to its dwp thumler us the
breakers Ml in a triple tine on the sandy shore,
It conveys nothing to her mind and conjure* up
nothing in her imagination. So narrow is her
world that she has no desire to follow up the roar
of the waves and fill her eye* with the tight and
colour of the Indian seas.
From the other side of the house come* the
murmur of the noisy street mid nlie is drawn to
the venetianed windows to look down upon the